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For my young friend Azula Carmen Wilson, and in memory of William Sloane Coffin, Jr., prophet, leader, teacher

—L.M.C.
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a note on the texts


Some of the monologues in this collection ignore correct spelling and diacritical usage. Rather than altering such instances—so as to make these particular monologues conform to standard written English and Spanish—I have chosen to respect the authors’ artistic license and creative grammar and punctuation. It is my wish to emphasize the liveliness and whimsy of the spoken word so that the underlying rhythm and freedom of the authors’ syntax comes through loud and clear.








EDITOR’S NOTE

by Lori Marie Carlson




THE TEENAGE YEARS ARE YEARS OF EMOTION, ALL KINDS OF EMOTION.


LOVE, HATE, BETRAYAL, HILARITY, LOSS, LONGING, FEELING MAD, FEELING SAD… these are but some of the emotional states given voice by accomplished Latino authors—among them Esmeralda Santiago, Melinda Lopez, Trinidad Sánchez Jr., Oscar Hijuelos, Sandra Cisneros, and Quiara Alegría Hudes—in this book. In a sense Voices in First Person is a collection of monologues that can be read aloud in the classroom—in theater workshops, social studies, English language labs, ESL, literature courses—or in the privacy of your room, at a community center, in a field of flowers, in the basement of a church, or on the street. But I think this collection of narratives, some short and others long, can also be considered a multitestimonial of lives in inner cities, rural communities, suburbs, and villages. These pieces speak truths—sometimes hard truths—about the incredibly diverse life experiences of youth in America today, Latino or otherwise. With their sometimes biting potency and bouncing lyricism, they are earthy and powerful. They grab at the heart and the mind because they say it like it is. And there is something here for everyone. These fictional narratives are proclamations of pride, cries of despair, funny reflections on food and family, angry shouts, fearful thoughts of giving birth, revelations about God, whispers of hopelessness, declarations of violence, admissions of passion, love, and hope.
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A GIRL IMAGINES


RITUAL

by Claudia Quiroz Cahill




THE HOMELAND OF HER MOTHER.

Mami, come sit down. The day is over. Let’s smile a bit. Do you think you’ll have that flying dream again? The one where you open all the glittering windows, float out above the rose-painted casitas, the opaque trees, the soft llama grass, to Bolivia, back to your home, before I was born. I can only imagine the sound of flutes, the sound of women singing. Ancient song. Andean villancicos. A metronome ticks in my chest. Bolivia, Bolivia, the Spanish sounds, Bolivia, my tongue snails over, Bolivia, Bolivia, making my teeth clean. In a room full of notes I rise up, good as new.
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A GIRL OF MEXICAN ANCESTRY WHO WAS BORN IN CALIFORNIA IS FED UP WITH PEOPLE









RECLAIM YOUR RIGHTS AS A CITIZEN OF HERE, HERE

by Michele Serros




ASKING HER WHERE SHE IS FROM.

I can’t get by one week without a white person asking me the Question:


“So, where are you from?”

“From Oxnard,” I answer.

“No, I mean originally.”

“Oh, Saint John’s Hospital, the old one over on F Street.”

“No, you know what I mean!”



No, what do you mean? And why is it important to you and why do you really need to know? When Latinos ask me where I’m from, it really doesn’t bother me. I can’t help but feel some sort of familiar foundation is being sought and a sense of community kinship is forming. “Your family’s from Cuernavaca? And what? They own the IHOP on Via San Robles? Wow, we really need to do lunch sometime!”

But when whites ask me the Question, it’s just a reminder that I’m not like them, I don’t look like them, which must mean I’m not from here. Here in California, where I was born, where my parents were born, and where even my great-grandmothers were born. I can’t help but feel that whites always gotta know the answer to everything. It’s like they’re uncomfortable not being able to categorize things they’re unfamiliar with, and so they need to label everything as quickly and neatly as possible. Sometimes when I’m asked the Question, I like to lie and make up areas within the Latin world from where I supposedly originated:
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